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La Figlia che Piange 

Clasp your flowers to you with a pained surprise — 
Fling them to the ground and turn 
With a fugitive resentment in your eyes : 
But weave, weave the sunlight in your hair. 

So I would have had him leave, 

So I would have had her stand and grieve, 

So he would have left 

As the soul leaves the body torn and bruised, 

As the mind deserts the body it has used. 

I should find 

Some way incomparably light and deft, 

Some way we both should understand, 

Simple and faithless as a smile and shake of the hand. 

She turned away, but with the autumn weather 

Compelled my imagination many days — 

Many days and many hours: 

Her hair over her arms and her arms full of flowers — 

And I wonder how they should have been together! 

I should have a lost a gesture and a pose. 

Sometimes these cogitations still amaze 

The troubled midnight and the noon's repose. 

MR. APOLLINAX 

When Mr. Apollinax visited the United States 
His laughter tinkled among the teacups. 
I thought of Fragilion, that shy figure among the birch trees, 
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And of Priapus in the shrubbery 

Gaping at the lady in the swing. 

In the palace of Mrs. Phlaccus, at Professor Channing- 
Cheetah's, 

His laughter was submarine and profound 

Like the old man of the sea's 

Hidden under coral islands 

Where worried bodies of drowned men drift down in the 
green silence, dropping from fingers of surf. 

I looked for the head of Mr. Apollinax rolling under a chair, 

Or grinning over a screen 

With seaweed in its hair. 

I heard the beat of centaurs' hoofs over the hard turf 

As his dry and passionate talk devoured the afternoon. 

"He is a charming man", "But after all what <lid he mean?" 

"His pointed ears — he must be unbalanced", 

"There was something he said which I might have chal- 
lenged." 

Of dowager Mrs. Phlaccus, and Professor and Mrs. Cheetah 

I remember a slice of lemon, and a bitten macaroon. 



MORNING AT THE WINDOW 

They are rattling breakfast plates in basement kitchens, 
And along the trampled edges of the street 
I am aware of the damp souls of housemaids 
Hanging despondently at area gates. 
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